THE   CURTAIN-RAISER
described it. Over and above the two hundred and
fifty copies of the ordinary edition,, there were fifty copies
on large paper. This was a conscious bid to titillate the
appetite of the collector. Lane, if anyone, knew how
to do that,—knew how to stimulate desire where it
already existed, and how to create it where it did not.
Lane's strong point was his enthusiasm—I believe it
was always real. It was infectious, irresistible. The
verses in Volumes in Folio did not set the Thames on fire.
They were far from promising a new Keats or a new
Shelley. They probably created no perceptible com-
motion among the poets in Elysium. Yet if they were
trifles, they were at least melodious trifles, and they sang
of love. But the great thing was that they came in
such an alluring shape, such a seductive demureness,
that no one could resist them. The two hundred
and fifty copies, as well as the fifty copies on large
paper, went in a twinkling. It was a sort of lever de
rideau. The curtain had been rung up. The play had
begun.
Before very long the St. James's Gazette was writing:
'To Messrs. Elkin Mathews and John Lane almost
more than to any other, are the thanks of the grateful
singer especially due; for it is they who have managed,
by means of limited editions and charming workmanship,
to impress book-buyers with the belief that a volume
may have an aesthetic and commercial value. They
have made it possible to speculate in the latest discovered
poet, as in a new company,—with the difference that
an operation in the former can be done with three half-
crowns/ The Sunday Sun said that the books turned
out by Mathews and Lane were 'models of artistic
publishing* and yet were 'simplicity itself. 'These
publishers', wrote Katharine Tynan, 'produce books so
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